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THE REFORMED GAMBLER. 
Madame d’Imbert, a widow lady who resid- 
sd in the neighbourhood of Meaux, had two 
sons. The younger brother, who from his 
earliest youth had been intended for the 
church, had become a rich prebendary be- 
fore he was twenty years of age. In the 
absence of all virtues to recommend him, he 
nevertheless preserved a good name, owing 
to his being free from either of those passions 
which are so liable to lead us poor mortals 
astray. His elder brother stood in a very 
different predicament. His natural abilities, 








7 improved by retined education, had made him 
ycleym the complete gentleman. Duly qualitied to 
sit either in a court of justice or at the head 
inseam Of a troop, he had preferred entering the 
ld Lg corps of the Light Horsemen of the King’s 
Guard, that he might not be far removed from 
anit Versailles or the capital, where he could 
both day and night indulge his violent passion 
—~— Ee for gaming, without, however, neglecting his 
military duty. His filial piety would also 
indece hima to pay frequent visits to bis mother 
ver . : . 
ti in the eountry ; and as the distance did rot 
salen exceed ten leagues, the jaunt could be easily 
.e tim accomplished in the course of a few hours, 
et“ and back again. It is not to be imagined that 
0 4 Baron dimbert was more secure against the 
plied arts of Greeks and sharpers than the rest of 
noctiae Dis fellow adventorers at the card-table, He. 
therefore, was reduced to the sad necessity of 
ofien applying to money-lenders, in order to 
sepa Tecruit his finances, for he durst not always 
ne of Make bis embarrassments known to bis 
whol Mother, 
b wa The manner in which those loans are 
vhy HM generally procured in the metropolis oi 
re France, will appear rather curious, and open 
ave 










a wide field to reflection. 

A bill of exchange, drawn by any one, but 
accepted by the party in want of cash, is giv- 
en to a kind of broker, who takes it to one of 
his compeers ; this latter ascertains whether 
the accepier is solvent, and if the signature 
be really bis; in this case he furnishes goods 
of any description, an inventory of which is 


oker to sell them, which is generally dove 
for little more than one third, or at most ove 
half, of what they are charged by the origin- 
alvender, The broker is allowed for his 
trouble the copper included in the payment, 
which, upon an average, is the fortieth part 
of the sum total. But what are fifty two and 
a half percent, interest to a gamester, who, 
at the first 


‘twas out when her son came to pi 
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deal, may get a hundred per cent? 
Chance would have it one day that Madame, 














& f 


BOSTON, SATURDAY, MARCH 6, 1819. 








a 


her an interested visit. Till such time as she 
returned he proposed to sit down and read a 
book, when crossing the room to reach the 
library, he accidently observed a press, with | 
the key in it—“ Ob! oh!” quoth he, “ this | 
may be my mother’s museum.—Let us sur- | 
vey the antiques she has collected.”—So 
saying he opened the press, which he found 
to contain divers articles of wearing apparel, | 
and some of these to be rather out of date. 
At sight of a pea-green quilted satin petti- | 
coat—“ this,” added he, “is quite out of 
fashion, but will make mea very comforta- 
ble coverlid ; come down;” and he really did 
give a pull, when lo! to his utmost surprise 
and joy, he had occasion to suspect the ander 
garment contained something more valuable 
than ordinary wadding. In fact he soon as- 
certained that most squares of the quilting 
had been made a repository, each for a double } 
Louis. He hastily drew the running; the | 
most expert sempstress could not have com- 
pleted the work more skilfully, or with great- | 
er expedition; the threads he pocketed with 
the gold, returned the petticoat to its former 
station, locked the press as he ftonond it, and | 
marched out of the room to retrace his steps, 
forgetful even of their being a library in the 
house, 
Meanwhile his mother’s wailing woman | 
having informed him that her mus‘ress was to 
dine ont, he had his horse brought to him, | 
aod without loss of time made towards Paris, 
anxious to know what his booty amounted to. 
In the first intoxication of his joy, he reflect- 
ed not on the evormity he had been committ- | 
ing; neither did his guilty conscience allow | 
him to anticipate the expectation of returning | 
the stolen money; he only thought of the 
impossibility of replacing it as he found it, 
which idea soon made room for another no 
less cattmg—where was he to recruit his 
finances when the cormorants he was going 
to engage would have devoured his present 
capital? So far then his offence remained | 
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pot entirely unpunished. 
Upon his arrival at home, the first thing be 


to confist of two hundred and fifty double | 
Louis d’Ors, a very pretly round sum. From | 
that moment the young Baron never went out | 
without writing down the diferent place- 
where he was to be found, with strict injunctions 
to his servant to remain stationary, that in case 
uny message or letter should come from the 
country it might he conveyed to him without 
loss of time. A whole week elapsed, and 
three-fourths 





of the money wus gone, when 
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“ Hasten (o me, my dear son ; a wretch in whom 
I reposed the greatest confidence, has robbed me of an 
immense sum. I want you to help me in having the 
offender apprehended ; we shall have her put to the 
rack to make her confess her guilt, and then the law 
will take its course. The miscreant must be hanged, 
as Lam your loving mother. 

‘* La Baronne D* Imbert.” 


At the perusal of those few lines the pangs 
of the youth are not to be described. Post 
horses were immediately ordered. His noble 
mind revolted at the very idea of leaving an 
innocent dependant under the lash of suspi- 
cion, whilst he alone waa guilty. He flew 
to accuse himself, whatever might be the con- 
sequence. 

On his knees before his mother, he had 
scarcely uttered these words—“ It was | who 
robbed you,” when the old lady, interrupting 
him, said, “I renounce yor © » my son, and will 
post instantly to Versailics, to solicit a Lettre 
de Cachet ; you shall die in a dungeon, Sir!” 
“ No, Madam,” replied the son, drawing his 
cutlas, ; * 1 will die on the same spot where I 
have committed the crime.” Whether. he 
was sincere in the declaration, is more than I 
can teil, but | well know that the alarmed 
mother cried out :-—“* What! have I deserved 
being treated with such barbarity : because an 
angry word has escaped my lips, am I to be 
threatened with the loss of a beloved child? 
O my son! relent. Let us think no more of 
all that has passed. An aged woman will 
sometimes have queer faucies. [| have long 
wished you would think of marrying, and pro- 
posed procuring an agreeable surprise to your 
bride, by offering to make her a present of 
the ancient petticoat that has occasioned all 
this mischief. Whoever she may be, please 
God, she willuever want such a trifle.” 

No more was said opov the sabject ; nay, 
the fond parent, without enquiring what was 
become. of the money, was the first to urge 
her sen to return to the cupital, there to en- 
jey such pleasures as her chateau in the coun 
iry could not afford 

About six weeksatier, Madame d’Imbert had 
invited a large party of the neighboring nobil- 


bey. to the party, who commissions the | did was to count his treasure. which be found | ity aud gentry to a grand fete she gave in 


celebration of ber -on's birth-day. The ba 
ron, of course, was summoned to superintend 
the preparations, and to act as master of the 
cerenwnes. On the cay appointed for Re, 
company to meet, a.though every one of the 
guests had reason to be setisfied with his po- 
lite reception, complimentary address, and at- 
tention, yet it could pot but be observed that 
his most delicate assiduity was (irected to 
wards Mademoiselle da Castel, daughter to a 
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that of Madame dImbert. The baron who 
himself had not been sensible of the prefer- 
ence he had shown to this young lady till the 
company dispersed, felt no little regret when 
he saw her take her departure. Her sweet 
figure that stood before his eyes during his 
sleep, still haunted his imagination when he 
was awake, and he longed tor the Coming of 
the next day that he was to go and returp 
thanksfor their kind attendance, and to inquire 
after the health of all his guests afier the fa- 
tigues of the night. General da Castel, as 
may well be imagined, was not the last whom 
he waited upon; and during a short conversa- 
tion with his lovely daughter, the Baron had 
an opportunity of discovering that her beau- 
teous figure was not her greatest recommen- 
dation. Common civility, however, would not 
allow him to make a longer stay; he with- 
drew, but the barbed arrow had been shot, 
and he bore it in his heart. 

‘Tire Raron, who had hitherto been a stran- 
ger to the sweet passion of love, thought that 
the bustle of Paris, and the attractions of the 
card-tabie would soon cause what he termed 
a transient effervescence to yanish. He hast- 
ened to try the experiment, but it proved 
abortive. From a thorough conviction, at 
length, that he struggled in vain, and that he 
must surrénder to the merits of Mademoiselle 
du Castel, he wrote to his mother, requesting, 
if she approved of the match, she would de- 
mand her hand of her parents. The Baro- 
ness readily granted a request congenial to 
her own feelings. Her son, impatient to 
know his doom, arrived just as she was step- 
ping into her carriage te go and urge her suit. 
She was not gone long.—* Well, mother?” 
—* We must have enemies, my dear son ! 
They have been telling Monsieur and Ma- 
dame du Castel that you are addicted to play ; 
and they in consequence have refused their 
consent. 
fabrications !°—-* Your animadversions are 
due tome alone. “But Ishall see Monsieur du 
Castel myself: he will hear of my contrition, 


eens 


O that I kvew the author of such | 
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FOR THE WEEKLY MAGAZINE. 


Mx. Epiron.—Being.one of those taciturn char- 
acters, who are fond of sitting in a corner to fwig the 
manners of the day—I propose giving you occasion- 
ally a communication descriptive of the manners in 
Boston. The following is my first paper. 


THE EVENING PARTY. 


Was you ever at a modern party, Mr. Editor? If 
you have been you will know how to pity me, and 
you will be able to appreciate the justice of the fol- 
lowing description of a party at which | was present 
last evening. . 

I did not go voluntarily, but received an invitation 
through the bands of Miss Vitlany, to visit Mrs. Jac- 
onet, on Friday evening. The following is a copy 
of the fashionable card. 

‘* Mr. and Mrs. Jaconet’s compliments to Mr. T. 
Twig’em, requesting the pleasure of his company, on 
briday evening next, March Ju.” 


‘To this elegant card of invitation, | returned the 
following reply, in my own blunt style. 

* Mr, ‘T'wig’em will be at Mrs. Jaconets, next Fri- 
day evening..”-——Now | intended to have sent an 
excuse, and not to have accepted the invitation, but 
happening to cal) on Miss ‘litlauy the day before the 
party was to Aappen; she said to me, ** In conse- 
quence of Mrs, Jaconet’s being ignorant of your place 
of residence, | was requested to hand you this card 
of invitation to a party at her house, on Friday even- 
ing next.”? After reading the card, I replied, that 
1 believed, | giuust- be excused for 1 guessed 1 could 
notgo. However, gol must, for the fascinating Miss 
lifiany, patting me on the cheek and casting upon 
me one of ber most alluring looks, said with a sim- 
pering smile, and a little of the drawl, ** Now Mr. 
‘T'wig’em, 1 declare you shall go—Now you creature 
you, you must go, and you shall be my beau, won't 
you: Now this was what | call a bore, or, begging 
the question, but you see 1 was brougit into a diletu- 
ma, by that confounded yawkeism guess for 1 had 
only said | gutseed 1 could not go, and that was an 
expression of such infintle dubivsity as Mrs. Botiea 
would say—there, was no gelling off so to the party 
] must go with Miss ‘liflany.—Now Mir. Euitor | 
propose giving you a description of the evenings 
amusement at a Beston tea party, for the edittcution 
vf the ladies in the country, or oul of fown, | 
should have said perhaps. Upon my arrival, there 


| were about 30 young ladies and gentlemen assem- 


and I doubt not but I shall succeed in having 


the sentence respited.” 

He actually went, and after a becoming ex- 
ordium, begged the generous parents of his 
beloved would put him to the test fora twelve- 
inonth. Monsieur du Castel, who suspected 


| 
| 


his daughter to be partial to the Baron, re- | 


plied, * Half the time will convince me that | 


your conversion is accomplished ; and when 


resisted the temptation, Madame du Castel 


we hear from your own lips that you have | 


and I will readily consent to entrust you with 
the welfare of our child.” 

The Baron was as good as his word ; he ob- 
tained his prize even before the half ye 
was expired; and thus was a gamester re- | 
formed. But hard is the fate of us frail mor- | 
tals! one violent passion had been w asted to | 
operate the cure of another. 


Acrostic.—In answer to the Enigma in our last. 





Possess'd I am of worth, from the wing of Life I 
fell ; 

E*en im the richest Parlour’s I'm often found to 
dwell: 

No one can be accomplish’d unless they use me 





ar | take. 
| short space of ten minutes, it was crammed with 








bled und this assemblage as | understand is usually 
yclept @ party in ihis fair town. 

Upon my entrance into the parlour I had to go 
through the very interesting ceremony of being for- 
mally introduced te about a dozen ladies and gentle- 
men, whom I did not know, and a dozen more whom 
! had seen a dozen times before.—This over, | seat- 
ed myself in an obscure corner of the room, and 
iwused upon the different expressions of the difer- 
eni countemances that adorned the parlour. 


While one young lady sat between two gentle- | 





| Mrs. Jaconet. “Why, madam, “said Mr. Chorister, 
| 
| 








the sweet Miss Tiffany. 


“T never sing madam,® 
said |, very coolly. 


* Ah there's Mr. Nightingale,” 
said Mrs, mane, sings delightfully, Tam told— 
shall | ask you for a song, sit?” “ Indeed, madam, 


I should be very bapp 
will 


to sing, but feally ] have a 
very bad cold, you 


please /o excuse me.” ‘*Mr, 
N. appears so hoarse, | suppose, we must excuse 
his,’? said Miss Viffany. [Mem. pretty good hint to 
Mr. N. that his singing did'nt please Miss Tier 
* Well, [am sure you sing, Mr. Chorister,” sai 


Pmust beg to be excused for the same reason assigned 
by Mr. Nightingale. I have a very bad cold indeed.” 
“ Do yon sing, Mr. Pewitt?” ‘1 never sing in com- 
pany. madam.” ** You sing, Mr. Posey, I believe.” 
** Reaily, madam, Ido not know the whole words of 
one single song.” So it went on and each one had 
some excuse, until it come to my turn again,. and 
when I was asked to sing, for the sake of making a 
beginning, | reared ont * Old King Col¢,” in such a 
ftrain that never a one of the party thought of asking 
me to cing again during the evening. Now it was 
my turn to cil) for a song, so 1 called on Miss Tiffu- 
ny—but she hud a shocking cold, and did’nt think 
she could get through a song ** ne way in the world.” 
Mrs. Bohea declared she “* never sung a song” in Ler 
life.” Mrs. Jackonet never sang in company [lucky 
for them | guess.} ** Miss Bodkin said, that it was 
a jong time since she had attempted to sing, but she 
would try to oblige the company—so after hemming 
three times, and coughing twice; Miss Bodkin got 
though one verse of the ** Sailor Boy,” and about half 
another, and then hem’d and coughed, and shut up 
jer mouth, and then opened it again, and simpered, 
and declared she could not recollect another line 
so here was an end to the singing, Mr. Editor, and 
here was an end to the amusements, and then we had 
some apples, and some nuts, and some raisins, and a 
gluss or two of cordial, and then we walked home in 
@ snow sform, and this my fair readers out of town, 
is a fair description of an evening party in town—~ 
and this is what some cull comfortable. 
TWiG’ Em. 
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Dandies, to make a greater show— 

Wear coats stuck out with pads and puffing ; 
And this is surely apropos, 

For what's a goose without the stuffing. 
LON, PAP, 


“Pon mine honor,” Mr. Editor, 1 was strack 


| dumb with astonishment at the impertinent 


and scandalous communication in your last 
paper; purporting to be written by mé 
as secretary of the “ panpy ciun.”——I] 
think, sir, it is a great pity, we harm- 
less beings cannot be suffered to exist, but are 
like wasps and spiders and caterpillars hunted 
down by every body, and called xo sovy, and 


men, Whispering sweetly in their ears, another sat | such ill names. 


scowling, like my old aunt Pim, that keeps school 
to teach young children their A B ab’s.—A third 
jooked as good natured as if her sweetheart was pres- 
eut, and a fourth as dull as ifshe had none. 

Well! after sitting sometime, there was a sfir made 
among the ladics, and after considerable whispering, 
a play was proposed, called pawns, if 1 do not mis- 
A lady weut round with a hat, and in the 


combs, thimbles, saelling-bottles, and indispensibles. 


This play, though not very entertaining to your hum- | 


ble servant, uppeared to delight the young ladies and 
gentlemen present,who appeared to be possessed of a 
more volatile disposition, than the writer of this arti- 
cle. 

Every one, except myself appeared in good humor. 
The girls seemed pleased with being kissed, and the 
young fellows appeared delighted in kissing them.— 
Now all this, | could have borne without complain- 
ing, but alas! I was doomed to a severer trial.— 
When the play was finished a song was proposed.— 
ed Wil fou iavor us i L a son. ir. on eee ? said 










nt egery 


Tocompletely refute all the fictions, Sam- 


| uel Slender has said, it is only necessary for 
| me to say 


I did not write the piece—nor did 
l ever write any thing, and you may assure 


| your correspondent, he did not give the right 
| countersign for a meeting, by which every 
| member knew it was a cheat, and inconse- 


quence not one was seen near that place for 
ihe whole day. 

Though the face of the xtre paypy was 
faulty in some parts, it presents a very good 
likeness (in shape too) of our worthy Presi- 
Jent; and that paper will be found from this 
circumstance to be in the possession of every 
real panpy. Your Servant, 


is 
SAMUEL (4) stenpeR, Sec. of Dan. Cl 
mark Pha) 
Allest—T. Secsaw— oa a5 eee re 
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FOR THE WEEKLY MAGAZINE, 
IMPORTANT NEWS!!! 
DECLARATION OF WAR!!! 


“We, Thomas, the first, by the grace, &¢.— 
King——of the Dandies, having been informed 
by our loving subjects, that sundry printers 
throughout these realms, have taken the fib: 
erty of ridiculing the Dandies; and that they 
still continue to ridicule them,and that they are 
furthermore supported, upheld, and assisted 
in this their ridicule, by one or more engravy- 
ers, who are to us unknown, and, who have 
had the temerity to publish and circulate a 
correct and true likeness of us, the king. 
Now be it known to all whom tt may concern, 
thaf¥e, Thomas, &c.—King of the whole 
dandy race, have, and we do hereby DECLARE 
WAR against every body, (men excepted) 
within the dandy realm of the town of Boston. 
And war is hereby declared by us, from this 
date, against all and every, except dandies 
and men, residing and resident, in this our 
good Dandy District, No. 7. 

THOMAS, I. 
D. C. Dandecimo Rezi. 








AN APPARITION. 


Tue late Dr. Fowler, bishop of Gloucester, 
and Justice Powell, had frequent altercations 
on the subjects of ghosts. he bishop was a 
zealous defender of their reality,—the Jus- 
tice, somewhat sceptical. The Bishop one day 
met his friend, and the Justice told him that 
since their last conference on the subject, he 
had an ocular demonstration which convinc- 
ed him of the existence of ghosts. ‘I rejoice 
at your conversion,’ replied the Bishop, ‘give 
me the circumstance that produced it with all 
the particulars: ocular demonstration you say.” 
‘ Yes, my lord,—as | lay. last night in my bed, 
about the twelfth hour | was awaked by an 
uncommon noise, and heard something com- 
ing up stairs !—[Go on.]—Alarmed at. the 
noise, | drew my curtain !—(Proceed!)—and 
saw a faint glimmering light enter my cham- 
her; [Of a blue color was it not ?] of a pale 
blue! the light was followed by a tall, meagre, 
stern figure, who appeared as an old man of 
seventy years of age, arrayed in a long light 
colored rug gown, bound round with a leath- 
ern girdle: his beard thick and gri ly, his hair 
scant and straight, his face of a dark sable hue, 
had on his head a large fur cap, and in his 
hand a long staff. ‘Terror seized my whole 
frame; I trembled till the bed almost shook, 
and cold drops hung on every limb; the fi- 
gure, with a slow and solemn step stalked 
nearer and nearer.’ ‘ Did you not speak to it? 
there was money hid, or murder committed 
without doubt.” * My Lord, I did speak to it, 
I adjured it by all that was holy to tell me 
whenec, and why it thus appeared” ‘ And in 
yen’s name what was the reply!’ ‘It was 
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accompanied, my Lord, by three strokes of his 
staff upon the floor, so loud that they made the 
room ring again; when holding up his lan- 
thorn, and then waving it close to my eyes, he 
told me he was the Watchman! and came to 
give me notice that my street door was wide 
open, and unless [ arose and shat it, 1 might 
chance to be robbed before morning.’ 

The Judge had no sooner concluded, than 


the Bishop disappeared. 
a 


MR. CLAY AND JOS. LANCASTER. 


Mr. Lancaster’s Lectures in Washington have 
received that approbation to which, as a public ben- 
efactor, he may justly claim. At the conclusion of 
one of his Lectures in the Chanter of the house of 
Representatives, Mr. Clay complimented him in 
handsome terms, observing that the chair* lie occupi- 
ed, had never been us well filled before. Mr. Lan- 
caster modestly disclaiming the merit imputed to 
him by the speaker, said, in effect, that man in his 
purest aspect was but a very humble instrument of 
a higher power, and that the chair he had just occu- 
pied, exulted us it was, had not been filled by any 
thing betler than Cuax. Del. watch. 





*The Speaker's chair from which Mr. Lancaster 
lectured, 
——— 
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Saturday, March 6, 1819. 


BORN TU XO MASTER—UF NO SECT ARE WE. 


SUMMARY OF NEWS. 
From the New-York Gazette. 


EXCHANGE HOUSE AT HAF ANA. 


Messrs. Lang, Turner & Co.—This new and ele- 
gant House was opened under the auspices of the 
Royal Consulado, and the insoediate protection of 
the government, on the 5th ultimo. 

The building is commodiotsly situated in a most 
pleasant and airy place, opposite the southern wing 
of the Governor's Palace, and in sight of the ship- 
ping. It has four spacious saloons, elegantly furnish- 
ed for the accommodation of subscribers, foreign 
merchants, supercargoes, and masters of vessels, 
where they will find American, English and French 
Newspapers, Price Currents, and likewise interesting 
Marine Inteiligence of all vessels arriving, those 
about to suil, time of their cleurances, and other 
matters und advertisements useful to ship owners— 
and these advantages, combined wita the pleasant- 
ness of the situation and indefatigable zeal of Don 
Sontiago Briss; the able keeper, will, it is expected, 
render it one of the most valuable establishments of 
the kind. 

It being considered highly interesting for the mer- 
cantile community in all seaport towns,you are earn- 
estly requested to publish this commeunivation ia 
your paper. A MERCHIIANT. 

-.atares, ciougn disigured, bore a 


ytrong resemblance to those of his departed 


friend. 


A violent agitation seized every 


‘imb ; he endeavoured to speak, but all pow 


er of utterance was denied him. 


7 





In vain he 

ried to believe, that he still slept; that what 

e,caw wae a dream. ne iedpns Rbedlcr,, 
one 16 and the other 8 years of age, perished in the 
flames.—Few circumstances can be conceived more 
affecting to a parent, thaua scene like this. We wn- 
derstand the fire caught in the kitchen and had made 
such progress before discovery, and the wind being 
high, spread with such rapidity, that some others of 
the family only saved themselves by leaping ont of 
the chamber window. Very little of the bousehold 
furmiture was saved.—Erie Pat. Feb. 1s 
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MELANCHOLY AND SINGULAR EVENT. 


After narrating the military parades, &c. at Rich- 
mond, Va. in honour of the 22d of February, the 
Compiler adds :— 

A most melancholy catastrophe closed the cay. 
Col. William Tatham, so well known in England 
and this country, for in his acqnaintance with civil 
engineering, who hus becn residing in this city for 
two of three years, but whose utility was consider- 
ably arrested fy an unfortunate habit to which he 
had becaine addicted, was destined on this day to 
breath hie Inst. In « moment of intemperance, as 
he stood by the piece of urtillery which was firing 
the evening salote. he exclaimed that he wiehed to 
die. As the second gun was about to ite, and im- 
mediately after the eommandine officer bad given 
the word “ fire,”? Col. Tatham preseited himeelf in 
front of the muzzle of thé piece, and hy its discharge 
his abdorm-» was almost literally blown to pieces. 
His body was raised a few feet in the air by the ex- 
plosion, and he fell upon his face, without uttering 
one word that was heard by the by-standets. When 
he was taken up, he was found perfectly lifeless. 

Col. T. died withont eny femily: circumstances 
had stript life of much of its attractions in his eyes ; 
but it is impossible not to regard the manner of his 
death with horror, and to feel the deepest commis- 
seration of his melancholy fate. He was aman of 
great information, of great genius, of great resource 
of mind—but to this melancholy end he has arrived. 


Norfolk, (Vir.) Feb. 19. 
NEGRO MAN MINGO, 


This fanious ranaway and robber, it will be recol- 
lected, was not long since captured by the militia of 
Princess Anne, and committed to jail.—He was sub- 
sequently tried and condemned to be hung, this day; 
a petition however was sent up to the Executive t 
change his punishent to transportetion, which was 
granted; and a person was dispatched from Rich- 
mond with a commission to remove the prisoner t: 
the Penitentiary previous to bis final tra:.sportation 
This lenient proceeding created much exa*peration 
among a number of the inhabitants of Princess Anne, 
and a counter petition, we understand, was sent up 
to the Governor, praying that the negro might be 
hanged.—Last night as Mr. James W. Lord, the 
person charged with conveying the prisoner to Rich- 

| mond, was proceeding with him from Kempsville, 
| he was way-laid about two miles from that place by 
some unknown person, who discharged a musket at 
the prisoner and shot bim through the head with a 
ball, at the sume time wounding the cuard, who re- 
ceiv'diwo buck shot in the hip. Mingo survived 
only a few minutes, but Mr. Lord’s wound is but 








| 
slight. 
To Reade, s and Correspondents. 

* Ocrarran”’ is rejected, because we fear, some 
| of our readers would think its aspect somwiat po- 
| litical. 
' 
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ee 


MARRIED, 


In Charleston, S.C. Daniel Dessure Bacot, Esc 
to Miss Eliza P@nguson, daughter of the late William 
| Ferguson, E=qe 


— I 


DIED, 
Fn Bosion...Me. Edward Robbins, aged 41 


} On Thorsday Mr. JOSEPH MILNER, baker, 


J aged 57, a worthy man and citizen, and latea Trus- 
tee of the Massachusetts Charitable Mechanic Aseo- 
cixtion. His funeral will be to-morrow «fternoon, 

after Divine Service, from his Jate house in Orange- 

| street. ° 


BOSTON THEATRE. 

ON MONDAY EVENING, MARCH 8, 

Will be performed the tragedy of 
BERTRAM, 





To which wilh be'added—Agrecable Surprise. 
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FOR THE WEEKLY MAGAZINE. 


Mr. Enrrorn—The “ Description of Time” 
by L. B. Rosseau, in the French, is said to be 
the finest ever written. In the following 
translation it is believed, the ideas are pre- 
served. How far the spirit of the original is, 
must be left for others to determine. 


TIME. 
From the French of I. B. Rosseau. 


Ow agile wing this old man flies, 
And hever stops that wing to rest; 
But on his course so swiftly hies, 
Tit nothing can that speed arrest. 
Time !—moring image to the mind, 
Of that ansbiguous, vasty sev, 
Which only can be well defin’d, 
Immorabile eternity—. 

Scarce from the womb of darkness drear, 
Dost thou unfold to human sight, 
The deeds and works that wen revere, 

Then thou replungest them in night. 
Author of all that’s here on earth, 

Or 18 TO BE in its career! 
He speaks them slowly into birth,— 


And makes them crumbling, disappear. 
UBERTO. 


—— 


SELECTED. 


WOMAN. 


Gowr trem her cheek is the summer bloom, 
And her breath hath lost all its faint perfume, 
And tig gloss hath dropped from her golden hair, 
And her forehead is pale, though no longer fair. 
And the Spirit that sat on her soft blue eye, 

Is struck with cold mortality : 

And the smile that played on her Jip hath fled, 
And every grace hath now left the dead. 

Like slaves they obeyed her in beight of power, 
But left ber all in her wintry hour; 

And the crowde that swore for her love to die, 
Sbrank from the tone of her Jast sad sigh :— 
And this is Man's fidelity. . 

*Tis Woman alone, with a firmer heart, 

Can see all these idols of life depart, 

And love the ‘pore : and sooth, ax £6 

Man in his utter wretchedness, * ss 


LOVE AND FRIENDSHIP. 

Who ever vow'd unchanging love 
That did not vow deceit? 

This painful truth how many prove, 
Yet call those moments sweet. 

Who parts, that does not breathe despair? 
But look through future years— 

¥ou'll find the smiles of one more fair 
Have dried the lover's tears : 

For oh! bow many live to prove 

That absence is the death of Love. 


WEEKLY MAGAZINE. 


But Friendship is a holier name, 
*Tis not a fickle breath 

That ever changes ;—still the same, 
Unalter’d e’en in death. 

It is a tie binds soul to soul 
Across the foaming main ; 

Years ere they meet their course may roll, 
But cannot break the chain. 

For friends must part, and Friendship sigh, 

But yet—it knows not how to die. 


When prosp’rous days are gone and past, 
Will Love, more constant, stay ? 

No, adverse Fate, like Winter’s blast, 
Sweeps Love with Joy away ; 

It seeks a bright, a sparkling gaze, 
*T was all it sought before : 

Twas faithful still in bappy days, 
And who can look for more ? 

For oh! how many live to prove 

Adversity the Death of Love. 


When bliss is fled, and woe and night 
Succeed to joy and day, 

The spark of Friendship burns more bright 
To cheer us on our way.— 

Who does not feel *tis sweet to know, 
When dark Misfortune low’rs, 

We have a friend whose tears will flow 
In sympathy with ours? 

Friendship clings close when fortunes fly, 

To prove it knows not how to die. 


And some have loved—as guilty these 
‘Through many a changing scene ; 

Until the face which once could please 
Is not what it hath been. 

Adversity such love as this 
May not have pow’rs to chase ; 

It flies not with the days of bliss, 
But with each youthful grace. 

For oh! how many live to prove 

That Time hus been the Death of Love. 


Who trusts to Friendship, brightly pure, 
Will not be thus deceiv’d! 

"Tis founded on a bare more sure, 
And ought to be believed. 

The friendship that is known and tried 
Doth wear a fairer line, 

Tis true in youth and beauty’s pride, 
When age appears *tis true, 

Beauty will fade, and lovers fly, 

But Friendship knows not bow to die. 
Chelsea. 





THE CLIMAX OF CALAMITY. 


When poor Job was afflicted with the loss of his 


wealth, 


The devil contriv’d the downfall of his house ; 
There destroyed all his children, and robb’d him of 


health, 


Whilst, more to afflict hem, he left him his spowse. | Executed in.a Neat and Elegant Style, at this Ofige. 


HELEN. 


—— lll 


AMUSEMENT. 





A WOODEN MIRACLE. 


When Naples was once closely beseiged, 
the Viceroy issued a severe order, that no 
man above or under such an age should ap- 


pear in the street without a sword, on pain of 


death. 


To enforce this order, he himself, 


attended by his officers, rode up and down the 


streets 


to see that none offended, In one of 


these progresses he perceived a gentleman 


withou 
him to 


t his sword, and immediately sentenced 
be hanged on the next sign-post. The 


gentleman pleaded hard fox his life, but to no 


purpose. 


He. then entreated the Viceroy 


that he might not suffer so ignominious a 


death, 


but die in a manner more consonant to 


his rank, humbly requesting that the next 
gentleman who came by with a sword, might 
run him through the body. This was grant- 
ed, and presently passed by one who had 
been in a gaming house, where having lost 


all, he 
and got 


had pledged the blade of his sword, 
a lath fitted to the hilt and scabbard. 


Being now stopped, and told the business he 
was appointed to execute, it confounded him. 
Conscious of the insufficiency of his wooden 
substitute, he exclaimed,—What! make a 


commo 


blood to eternity! 


n executioner of me! and stain my 
In these, and such like 


exclamation, he was eloquent and vociferous; 


but fin 


ding all in vain, seriously prepared 


himself for the office,—and kneeling down 


earnest 


ly prayed—Oh God of mercy, if this 


man ought not to die, convert this my faithful 


sword into wood. 


Then to the astonichment 


of all present, drawing and brandishing his 
weapon, the condemned gentleman was order- 
ed to be carried in solemn procession to the 
cathedral, where it was hung up a* a trophy, 


and ad 
popish 


ds another link to the long chain of 
miracles. 


Anger may sometimes make dull men witty, 


—hbut 


it keeps them poor. Queen Eliza- 


beth, seeing a disappointed courtier walking 


in mel 


ancholy sort in one of her gardens, 


| asked him,—* What docs a man think of when 
he thinks of nothing ?” Of a womun’s prom- 


ises*”” 


was the reply, to which the Queen 


returned,—“ J must not confute you, Sir Ed- 


ward.” 


Font 
in wait 


to poin 


Parson 


enelle being one day asked by a lord 
ing what difference there was between 


a clock and a woman, replied, a clock serves 


t out the hours, and a woman to make us 


forget them. 


== 


A Sailor being at a country church, the 


observed him to look’ rather serious ; 


approaching, asked him if he ¥ any change ; 


the Sailor put his hands into 


he was 


is pockets, said 
very sorry, but he had’nt got a cent. 





(<7 PRINTING OF ALL KINDS, 
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